STAT] 
A N S 


To the Tune of Which no body can deny. 


C1] 
Rnm over the Seas not long fince there came, 
A Wodor of miſt Notorious Fame, 
It you pleaſe, you may gueſs at his Us-Chritian name. 
Which no body can deny. 


2 \ 
This Doctor came hither ro cure three Nations, 
Who were (o Silly as to be his Parrents ; 
And ficſt he Blooacd 'em tor the Faſhions, 
Which, &Cc, 


C3] 
The Med'cine he bronght was called a PLOT, 
Which was « ompounded of th: Devil knows what * 
When firſt he Artiy d 11 was r:ping-Hot. 
Which, Gre ; 


9 
Cat 6. 
Bur if We may gueſs at the Damn'd Compoſition, 
"Twas a meſs ot all forts of Englifh Sedution, 
Made by a Presbyterian Ph, fician. 


> Which, &C. 


4 


To make each Doſe go Go the ſafer, 
What do s me ſtill This Learucd Gaffter, 
But over it or With a Papift”: Water. 

: Which, &c 


. - 4 
As ſoon as 'twas Swallow'd, the Patient began, 
To Stare and to Talk like a Zunatich Man, 


Of P:ſtols and Daggers, to Kill and Trepas. 
Which, @&C. 


To ſome *twas Fmetick, to others Cathartich,; 

' (1 mean, to all thoſe who of it did partake;) 

In ſhort, ir made every Honeſt Mans heart-ake. 

% Which, &c. 

i" 

þ q[.5 ] E 
» ſay truth we were all ina filthy Condition, 

This voided a Libel, that Spew'd a Perition, 

For which we may thank in part our Phyſician. 

Which, &c, 
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At laſt it made our Bloud 7 ferment, 

Thar a Rencoroxs Sore from Men's ByJly's was ſent; 

The Ulcer , I mean, of a ſtrange Parliameur. 
Which, &C. 


[10] 
It's Yezom upon each Member was ſhed 5 
Fhe Body it almoſt had over-ſpread; 
Nay, it had e'en ke to have ({ciz d on the Head. 
IW1:ch, tC. 


[11 | 
Bur one wiſer then all. did gvPt ſuch a Thamp, 
That it burſt and went out, juſt next to the Ramp, 
Which made with Joy cv'ry Loyal Heart Jump, 
Which, &C. 


I2 
This Ulcer was full of Eh and Sword, 
With Blanderbuſs and with'your things made of Zoard ; 
Your Proteſtaut Flayls to Fight for the Lord. 
thich, &Cc. 


15 
O Dottor ! I fear, you ſtudy'd Arr Zagich, 
To Compaſs your Ends, which ſtill were fo Trazich.: 
But now it is hop'd that we may lead You-a-7:9. 

. Which, &C, 


(143 

Or elſe I am ſure, withour being uncivil, 
A Man my believe you deal with the Dew, 
For no body elſe could have wrought us ſt:ch Ev:!. 

| Which, GC, 

; ST 
Your Canting was Charm, Rebellion your Witch, 
With theſe you gave the Poor Kabble the 7rch, 
When like Emp 7:ck on Stage you made*em a Speech. 

Which, GC. 


7k 
Y are 7ilted you ſee by Faftion your Whore, 
Your little 7 ap-P#g can help you no more: 
Hell ow's Both a Spite, and will pay ye the ſcore. 
Which no body can dey. 


* 


